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To the Right Honourable 
JohN Lord SOMMERS, 


Lord-Preſident of Her MaJESTY'S 
moſt Honourable Privy-Council. 


Alay it pleaſe your Lordſhip, 

s it's an Eflabliſh'd Cuſtom in the 
X. mon Ages, for all Writers, panting 
the Poetical, to — their EF 
| dation 2 the Protection of 
— Dittinguiſh'd, whoſe Approbation 2 
a kind of Inſpiration, much ſup-rior to that vi 
the beatheniſþ Poets prerenacd to derixe from 
their fictirious Aollo: To it was my Ambition to 
Addrefs one of my weak Performances ro Your 
Lordſhip, who, by univerſal Confent, are juſſly al- 
low'd to 1* the beit Judge of all kinds of — 

I was indeed at ſirit detert d from my Defign, by 
aThought that it might be accounted unpardonable 
Rudeneſs.to obtrude a Trifle of this nature to a 
Perfon, whoſe ſublime iſdom moderates that 
Council, which at this critical Juncture, over-rules 
the Fate of all Europe. 28 was encoura- 
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of that cclebrated Dremarift ; but then again, I 


to fo Maſculine an 
Ambition than to 


Attem 4 
ſubſcribe myſelf, 


PROLOGUE 


I” 5 
Harks, 
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and for medern Play 
os Perſe Fools Faſhion, 
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for an 


Wants relie ve, 


of T 


concei ve 
Toaſt 
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Dramatis Perſonæ. 
MEN. 


Sir George A Gentleman of Four 
Thouſand a Year, in Love with Mi- 
randa. 

Sir Francis Gripe, Guardian to Miranda 
and Marplor, Father ro Charles, in Love 
with Miranda. 

Charles, Friend to Sir George, in Love 
with Iſabinda. 

Sir Fealows Traffick, A Merchant that had 


Fv'd fome time in £a4z, a great Admi- 
rer of the Saniſh Cuſtoms, Father ha Bultock. 
Jab inda. 


Acted 
At, 


Mr. Effcaurr. 


Mr. Mills. 


». Aarplet, A fort of a filly Fellow, Cow- 


ardiy, 8 to know 
cvery Bodys generally ſpoils Mr. Pack. 
TE 


yet withour De- 


fand Pound, re ally in Love with Sir 


Mirands, An Heireſs worth Thirty Thou- 
George, but pretend to be ſo with her 3 


BUSIE- BODY. 


ACT L SCENE The Park. 


Sir George Airy meeting Charles. | 
A! Sir George ! Birding thus early? | 
——— Came tone rous d you fo ſoou? 

FAS For no lwftul Occation. cou'd invite a 
11 Perſon of your Figure abroad at fuck un- 
faſhionable Hours. | 
Sir Geo. There are ſome Men, Charles, whom Fortune 
has left free from who are | 
to find our Ways nd hn > mt eG 

Cha. Is it poilible that any thing in Nature can 4 
the Temper of a Man, whom tour Scaſons of the 
Year compliment with as many thouſand Pounds, nay,” 
and a Father at reſt with his Anceſtors ? 

Str Geo. Why there tis now! a Man that wants 
thinks nome can be unhappy that has it; but my Afaiis 
are in ſuch a whimſical Poſture, that it will require a Cal⸗ 
culation of my Nativity to find it my Gold will relieve me 
or not. 0 

Cha. Ha, ha, ha, never conſult the Stars about hr? 
Gold has a Power bevond them; Cold unlocks the Ned 7 
night Councils; Cold out-docs the Wind, becalms - he 
© or Aus her Salz; Cold is omn'pment bel wi of 
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Ges. What, can'ſt thou find no Stratagem to re- 


4 

I have made many Eſſays to no purpoſe ; tho 
the Miſtreſs of Invention, Rill tem me on, yet 
old Fox is too cunning for me am upon my 
ich if it fails, then for my laſt Retuge, a 


am always ready, but what docs he intend to 
? Is ſlic to be fold in private? Or will 
way of Auction, at who bids moſt? It 
m for him; my Gold, as you fay, ſhall be ſub- 


Cha. Ay, and ray hciping-hand, if occaſion bg. 


Sir Geo. Pugh, yonder's 2 Fool coming this way, lets 


Le proud ont; in ſhort, hell pimp for me, lie for: 
A6 demk 
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| drink for me, do any thing but fight for me, and that T 
truſt ro my own Arm for. 
Sir Geo. Nay then he's ro be endur'd; I never knew 


iis QualiGcarions defi 
Enter Marplot with a Patch croſs his Face. 
. Dear Charles, ! Sir George Airy, 


> IF e 

to. ] Give me t dear Boy 

* Aſſurarce ! But ——— — 

beautitul - clouded in the wrong place? 
Marpl. I muſt confeſs tis a little Mal- a- ropas, but no 

matter for that; a Word with you, Charles: Prithee, in- 

treduce me to Sir George. he is a Man of Wit, and I'd 
give ten Guineas to | 

98 4-5 ur mean. 


2 


fav, to be rank'd in his ell, tis a vaſt 
Addition to 2 Man's Fortune, according to he Rout of the 
World, to be ſeen in the Company of leading den 3 for 


thew we we all thought to be Politicians, or Whigs, or 
Jacks, or High-Flyers, or Low-Flyers, or Levellers 
and fo. forth; for you muſt know, we all herd in Parties 
nov. 


„„ „ 1 
Marpl. Tes, withour it be 2 mimicking Fool, and 

. are Dulngs every where; r 

> - Cha. Well, on Condition you'll give ve us a true Account. 


1 


Six Geo. Oh, 1 honour Men of the Sword; and I pre- 
x 1 
4, — 

— 44 ight into t Groom Porters 
2 EL IST 
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of 2, fort of 2 kind of 2 Milk-Sop, as 1 : A 

Pox of the Dice, he out, and my Pockets 

as Charles knows they ſometimes are, he prov 
+ fly ch ri and broke my Face for my De- 


"Sir Gm, Ha! ba! and dx 


- Aarpl. r —— *J 
of a Stateſman. : 


Marph. What, m Siſter Ward? Why, her Guardian is 
mine, we are Fellw-Sulf:rers : Ah! he is a covetous, 


heating, fanctify d Curmudgeon; that Sir Francis 
— — hack 
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I give all the World to know it ; why the 
—_ — * wy, 14 = TA 
b ty tot er it ve private Af - 


Whiſp. Sir, Sir, Mrs. Patch fays Tabinda's Spaniſh Fa- 
LAN 


* 
* 


b er fy now ? I ſhall go ſtark mad, 
not let into this Secret. 8 [Aide. 


Exit. 
Miran. [Coming out of a Chair.] Les the Chak 2 
My Servant that dog'd Sir George, {aid he was n the 


Park. 
Euter Patch. 

Ha! Miſs Patch alone! Did not you tell me you had con- 
triv'd a way to bring Iſabinda to the Park? 

Patch. Oh, Madam, your Ladyſhip can't imagine what 
2 wretcted Diſappointment we have met with: Juſt as 
F had fetchd a Suit of my Cloaths for a Diſguiſe, comes 
my old Mater into his Cloſer, which is right againſt her 
Chamber-Door ; this ſtruc k us into a terrible Fright--—-- 
Ar length I put on a grave Face, and ask d him it he was 
at leifure tor h's Chocolate, in hopes to draw him out of 
his Hole; but he fnap'd my Noſe off; no, I ſtall be 
butic here theſe twa Hours. At which my poor Miſtreſs 
ſeeing no way of Eſcape, order d me to wait on your La- 
dyſlup with che fad Relation. 

Miran. 
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Miran. Unhappy Iſabinds ! Was ever 
unaccountable as the Humour of Sir 


217 


Church, and ſcarce believes there's 


Put, Madam, I find you retain the ame gay, cheerful Spi- 
rit you had, when I waited on your Ladyſhip.-—-My La- 
dy is mighty good-humour d too; and I have found a 


thy 
hr Service to hcr, or 
Father. * 
Patch. But, Madam, the Report is, that you are going 
2 2 Report fhou'd be, Patch 
Miran. It is nec 2 | Patch. 
Patch. Bur is it Madam? 
Miran. That's not abfolutely neceſſary. 


F 4 


Aliran. 
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Air, nay more, in purſuit of the 

3 for that's my Caſe, I aſſure you. 

for that, Madam, ſhe's even with you; for 

come abroad, we have a way to bring him 

_ _ 1 8 
. Now, Patch, Opinion Choice, 

— ay Cindi wes bis: what 


ing of this? I'm fure Sir Francis can't 
812 Let's obſerve em. : 
[They withdraw. 


f. 


Miran. [ Peeping. Now in the Name of Wonder, 
what Bargain can he be driving about me for filty 
Guin cas? ; 
Patch. I wiſh it ben't for the firſt Night's Lodging, 

Sir Geo. Well, Sir Francic, ſince you are fo conſcien- - 
tious for my Father's fake, then permit me the Favour 

Miran. [Peeping.] The Favour! O' my Life, I believe 
te 2x you a Beach. 


[Gives him the Purſe] 


ing.] So, tis well it's no worſe; Fil fir 


Say you fo ? Then I am fafe. 


Miran. gy 


Sir Geo. What t 
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158 Geo. Oh! TI return the Obligation in a moment. 
Patch. And marry her ? 
Sir Geo. Ha, ha, ha, that's not the way to love her, 


Miran. If he diſcovers me, I ſhall die Which way 
ſhall I eſcape? Let me fee. [Panſes. 
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Cha. Sir, I knew 'twas a Word i i 

* a wou'd gain Admittance 
Sir Fran. Then, Sirrah, how durſt thruſt 

CS JE FE which no clic wou'd ad- 


Sir Fran. Ay, Ay, ask her Pardon and her Bleſſing 
if you expect any thing from me. At 


I believe yours, Sir Francis, in a Purſe of Gui * of 


nea's, wou'd be more material. Your Son 
tineſs with you, III retire. W 


wing yours, 
Sir Fran. Well, Sir! 


. Nay, it is very il, Sir; my Circumſtances are, 
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Sir Fran. That I ſhall, out of your Reach, I aſſure you, 
Sir. Adod theſe young Fellows think old Men get Eſtates 


tor m » 
Vending Deiaking Dullag ad Sn 


Cha. yp ey —1 Re 
Uncle bred me like one. 
Sir Fran. From which you wou'd infer, Sir, that 


Cha. Nay, to be robb'd, or have one's Throat cut, is 
not much 

„„ * 
cut my Throat, ye Rogue? 

Cha. Heaven furbid, Sir, -I ſaid no ſuch 

Sir Fran. Mercy on me! What a Plague it is to 
have a Son of One and Twenty, who wants to e- 
bow one out of one's Life, to edge himiclf into the 
Eſtate. 


Enter ot. 

NMurpi. Egad he's here I was afraid I had loft 
km: Illis Secret cou'd not be with his Farher, his 
Wants ge publick there Guardian. your Servant 
Charles, I kaow by that forrowtul Countenance of thine, 
the od Man's Fit is as cioſe as his ſtrong Box-- . 


Pil her. 
N Coxcomb, 


Sir Fran. So: Here's another extravagant 
A will ſpend his Fortune before he comes tot ; but 
y fringing Imereſt. and fo let the Fool go on 
we what does Neceflity bring roo, Sir ? 
Marl. You ene 
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B T Sir 
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Een Ne when? , | 
N a hundred Things: I can't for 
Che. Sir, I fuppoſe I have received all the Anfwer 1 
am like to have. 
Marg. Oh, the Devil, if he gets out before me, I ſhall 


him 
ing as ſoon as 


ior > ioke of her, I can introduce 


+ Lady Wrinkle, Sir! why fie has but one 


Cha. Condemn me to fuck a Piece of 
Toothlefs, Dirty, Wry-nec Hunch-back' b | 

SIS! & mark the bane, they 
ſhe has a Reſt for her Misfortunes ; for thou wilt load 
her fwingingly. think, this is a» 
Offer ofa Faber; Forty Thouſand Pound is nothing with 


* nm Cha. 
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up Now for a Trial of Skill that will 
and him a Foo! : Ha, ha, ha, in 
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my mind 
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keep 
your 
Diſtance, or I'll write 


Sir Geo. . 
— TI=XI 


1111 1 


umn arid 1 my 


e 


ii 


TRE 


3s 
1 
I 
122155 : 


2 A 111 1 


IR 1119125 " Th Mi no 


i 
: 
4 
i 1 
Ti 
11150 
s x 
515 10 
kin, 
Hh 


i Fun 
* 
1rd“ 
Ht 
211 
ts 
a 


12 


e 


n 143 
111 | 


og 


121115 . 


FTE I 


Jeſts 


Ee 


Yer, however ill 1 tucceeded, Pit ventur 


ſhe does not value thee a ſpoonful of Snuff 
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SCENE changes to Sir Jealous 'Traffick's Houſe. - 
Eurer Sir Jealous, Iabinda, Patch following. —=* 
Sir Feal. What in the i i my 
——— 


E there's ſomerhing to be lett 
: | Iſs. What Harm can there be in a little freſh Air, 


Sir? 

ir your Conſtitution fo hot, Miſtreſs, that it 
vrants cooling, ha? n 
niſh your Talte, and of Fleſh, upon Roots, 

X and quench your Thirſt with Water. 

Ia. That and 2 cloſe Room wou'd certa'nly make 
me die of the Vapours. has he 

Sir Feal. No, Miſtreſs, tis high- » ram- 

J Lat troubled wah the 


| Men. 
Patch. So I told her, Sir; and that it was not Ne- 
| cent to be {cn in a Balcony--------But ſhe chreat ned ro 
BF &p 7 
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and told me, I was her Servant, not her 
flap my Chaps, 


Sir Feal. Did ſhe fo? But I'll make her to know thar 
are her Duenna : Oh that incomparable Cuſtom of 


my 
as 2 Girl 


opain ! Why here's no upon old Women in 


are as wanton at Eighty, 
Eighteen ; and a Man may as Say nul 


— * Tranilation, as to his great Grand mother's 
138 II Spaniſh Ladies Veils and Dnennas, for 


of their Honour. 2 


12 al. „ Ws omni Candies 
wite Nation, PI. have you lock'd up this Fortnight 
without a Peep-hole. 0 


Hab. If we had but the 
which they have in Spain, 


did 


Helps in England, 
deceive you if you 


Principles, ſecures the 


ox 


— but the innate 
and Honour of our 
Let me tell you, 4 


the Invention, as want of Sight ſtrengthens the other 
r than the Recreation 
wnocent Liberty 


n who the Devil raught 


? I aflure you, they mutt 


2 
any Woman innocent who requires Liberty. Therefore, 
Fatch, to your Charge I give her ; lock her up till I 
come back from Change: I ſhall have fome fauntring 
Coxcomb, with nothing but a Red Coat and a Feather, 


think, 


by leaping into Arms, to leap into my Eſtate 


hut III prevent them; ſhe ſhall be only Signeur 
Babinetto's. 


Patch. Really, Sir, I wiſh you wou'd employ any body 
ele in this Affair; I lead Li like 2 Dog, with obey- 
| your Commands. uh, 
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Sir . BILE © ve 
tereſt : I am happy I met with her, if . 
Daughter from being blown upon till Signeur Babmerts 
arrives ; who f all marry her as ſoon as he comes, and 
cony Tis in op in as ſoon as he has married her ; the 


of Wir, and T4 have her 
Rr = . "=> 


Enter Whiſper. 
whips. So, I ſee Sir Fealons out ; where ſhall 1 find 
Mrs. Patch now. of 

Enter Patch. 


Patch. Oh Mr. Whiſper! my Lady faw out at the 
Window, and order'd me to bid you WY = 
Maſtcr know ſhe's now alone. 


incite a> did Baths. es 
Sure whilſt I talking with Mr. Trade- 

It my Door chp. [Soi Whiſper.] Ha! a 

larking about my Houle ; mug 


. Ay, want; — 7 a Letter or 
? - O' my Conſcience, this 


— 


Sir Feal. Sirrah, Sirrah, 1] have you fer in the Stocks, 


if you don't tell me your Bulinels immediately. 


Whiſp. Nay, Sir, my Bulineſs is no matter 
1 ———— 12 — 


too. 
Bs Sir 


whether he goes, or no, before I can tell my 


Exit. 
a ie Tool. This Fellow hes the effcious Leer of a Pimp; 
and I half a Deſign, but Pill be upon them te- 
fore ink on me, I warrant 'em. [Exit. 
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rr 


better, if you'll allow him a Judge. 

Fool! III juſtify ſhe has more Wit than all 
her Sex put together; why ſhe'll rally me vill 
Word for myiclf, 


or myiclf. 

ndey Proct of kev Wik nly——— 
Marpl. There muſt be ſome Trick int, Sir George ; 
find it out if it coſt me the Sum you paid 


command e 
let me alone to trace 2 Secret 


Enter Whiſper, and ſpeaks a/ le to his Maſter. 

The Devil! Vhiſper hære a gain, that Fellow never ſpeaks 
out; Is this the lame, or a new Secret ? Sir G 
won't you ask Charles what News 1 hiſper brings? 

Su Geo. Not I, Sir; I ſuppoſe it does not relate to 
me. 
Marl. Lord, Lord, how little Curioſity ſome People 
have ! Now my chief Pleaſure lies in knowing every 
body's Butinets. 3 

Sir Geo. I tuncy, Charles, t ſome Engagement 
thy Hants: I have a little Buſineſs roo. Mu- 
„ If it fall n your way te bring me any Intelligence 
om Mirauda, foil find me at the Thatchd Houſe 
at Six | 

Harl. You do me much Honour. 

Cha. You guc's right, Sir George, wiſh me Succeſs. 

Sir Geo. Better than artended me. Adieu. [Exi#. 

Cha. Marplot, you mult excuſe me 

Margl. Nay, ray, what necd of any Excuſe amongſt 
Frien is; Fil go with you. 

I you mall not. 

FR... I £:ppoſe tis a Duel, and I will go to 


ce » 
hs. rence ne! Why you wank fight ? 
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Marypl. What then! I can call the People to part ye. 
Cha. Well, but it is no Duel, conſequently no Danger. 
Therefore prithee be anſwer c. 4 
What ist a Miſtreſs then? Mum VJou 
_ can be filent 1 a 
. I wiſh you civil too: I tell nei- 
» ther muſt nor ſhall go with me. Farewel. W 


The End of the Second A C T. 


give my Heart a Pang: Who would not ſcale the Wi 
at 


rather than fill up the Train of a Coquet, where 
Minute he is joſtled out of Place? [Knocks ſoftly.) 
Patch, Mis. Patch. a | 


indow ' 
ight without Fear of the jealous Father's Piſtol, 

ever 

Mrs. 


Enter Patch. 
282 Sir? All's fafe. 


Cha. So in, in 
Enter Marplot. | 
Atarpl. There he : Who the Devil lives here ? 
W py yt pry yy 
his Buſineſs as ever; Gad I'll watch, it may be a Baw- 
dy-Houſe, and he have his Throat cut, if there 
ſhou'd be any Miſchi r 


F 4 


- 
- 
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Well, Charles, in ſpight of your Endeavour to keep me 
out of the Secret, I may fave your Lite for ought I 
know : At that Corner Fl plant my ſelt, there I ſhall fe 
whoever goes in, or comes out. Gad, I love Diſcove- 
ries. [ Exit. 


SCENE Draws. Charles, Iſabinda and Patch. 


ab. Patch look out ſharp; have a care of Dad. 
. N 4 14 ES + 
@6. Well, Sir, it I may judge your y 
ar [ ought to believe you lincere ; for —_ 
ture incothe Lion's Den when you come to {ee me. 

Cha. If you'd conſent, whilſt the furious Beaſt is a- 
broad, I'd free you from the Reach of his Paws. 

I/ab. That would be but to avoid one run- 
ning into another; like the poor Wretches who fly the 
Burning Ship, and meet their Fate in the Water. Come, 
come, Charles, I fear if I conſult my Reaſon, Confine- 
ment and Plenty is better than Liberty and Starviag. I 


know you'd make the Frolick plealing for a little time, 


by faying and doing a world of tender things; but wirn 
our — Subſtance is once exhauſted, and a thouſand 
4 — tor Lite are wanting, Love, who rarely dwells 
veirh Poverty, wou'd alſo fail us. 

Cha. Faith, I fancy not; methinks my Heart has laid 
up a Stock will laſt tor Lite; to back which, I have ta- 
ken a thouſand Pound upon my Uncle's Eſtate; that 
furely will ſupport us till one of our Fathers relent. 

Jab. There's no truſting to that, my Friend; I doubt 
your Father will carry his Humour to the Grave, and 
mine till he fees me ſettled in Spain. 

Cha. And can ye then cruelly reiolve to ſtay till that 
curs d Don arrives, and ſuſſer that Youth, Beauty, Fire, 
and Wit to be facrific'd to the Arms of a dull Spaniard, 
to be immur d, and torbid the light of any thing that's 


Jab. 
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Fey Ts 
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Cha Devil, Ladder 
Oh, the 
cough — — wou'd = 
3 I had 
1 38 ſhall I do, _ | = 
"mort him ful im rhe fake! 4 1 
i in the T—_: — 
unluck "Ms 
7 Mo- 


certain 
Cle. My Lit Lad Guide. 
bo uy wy 
. ally get down from the 
[Exit 
p | a 


The Buſſe Body. TY 


SCENE changes ts the Street. 
Sir Feal. I don't know what's he matter, but I have 
a ſtrong Su ſpic ion all is not right within 3 thit Fellow's 
faunrring about my Door, and hs Te of a Puppy had 
the Face of a Lye methou,chr. By St. Iago, if I ſhould 
= a Man in the Houſe, Id make Mace-meat of 


Marpl. Ah, peor 


no Warning. : ts Key. 
Maryt. What's that you Gay, Sir? i 
| [Going up to Sir J:alous. 
Sir Feal. What's that to you, Sir ? 
| [Turns quick upon him. 
Marpl. Yes, tis to me, Sir: for the Genileman you 
threaten is a very honeſt Gentleman. Look tot; tor 
it he comes not as late cur of your Houte as he went 
T have Ielf © dunes 2ebenkdne hard by ſhall beat it 
Ear 


8. 
| Neal. Went in! Whar is he inthen ? Ah! a Com- 
bination to undo me Il Mirmiaon you, ye Dog 
you.-— Thieves, Thieves. 

[Beats Marplot all the while he cries Thieves. 
„ Murder; I was not in your Houſe, 
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down upon him from the Baicony.] Charles, 
to ſee thee fatc out with all my heart. 


of your Bawling: How the Devil came 


gone in, was 
ee [Laying bold rr 
cou'd cruſh thee into f 
Exit Charles. 


Rr 
ill my enquiring Soul never leave ſcarching into 
other People's Affairs, till it gets ſqueez'd out of my Body? 
Lie ent fillers bis news for ap Blood, he's in fuch 
a Paſſion---—I'll to Miranda; if Lean diſcover ought the 
| may oblige Sir George, it may be 2 means de reconcile 
me again to Charles. [ Exze. 


4 'Sdeath, 


Sir Jeal. Are you ſure have ſearch d every where? 
Serv. Yes, 2 of the Houſe to the Bottom. 
Sir Feal. Under the Beds, and over the Beds ? 

Serv. Yes, and in them too, but found no body, Sir. 
Sir Feal. Why, what cou'd this Rogue mean? 


Enter l:abinda and Patch. 


Patch. Take Courage, Madam, I aw him fafe our. 
[Aſide to Ifab. 
. Ble me! what's the matrer, Sir ? 
ir Feal. You know beſt--- Pray where's the Man that 
was here juſt now ? 
Tab. What Man, Sir ? I awnone ! 
Patch. Nor I, by the Truſt you repoſe in me; do 
think I wou'd let a Man come within theſe Doors, w 
= * Rig FRY 
Ah, Patch, ma too cunning 
pac; th very Scout that he had fer to give Wes 
ing, diſcover'd 132 threaten d me with half 
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2 dozen Mirmidens------But I think 1 maul'd the Villain. 
Theic Afflictions you draw upon me, Miſtreſs! 

Jab. Pardon me, Sir, tis your ovn riliculous Humour 
draws you into theſe Vexarions, and gives every Foul 
pretence to banter you. 
1 Feal. No, tis your idle Conduct, your coqueriſh 

Fling in into the Balcony-----Oh, with what Joy thall I 
reſi into the Arms of Don Diego Babinetto. 
Tab. And with what Induſtry _y i * him! — 2 
Sir Feal. Certainly that Rogue A N. 
ſome body or other; bar being hawk, my x cm 
Pert that Sham upon me. cg, = 
lee if we can BEL oo. Patch, ITY 
Eye hear? [Exit with Servants. 

Patch. Yes, Sir----ay, 2 „ youll 
find no body, I promiſe you. 

Jab. Who cou'd that Scout be, which he talks of? 

Patch. Nay, 1 can't imagine, without it was Whiſper. 

Iſab. Well, dear Patch, let's employ all our 
how ro eſcape this horrid Don Diego, my very 
finks ar his terrible Name. 

Patch. Fear nor, Madam, Don Carlo ſhall be the 
Man, or Fil loſe the of Contriviag ; and then 
what's a Chamber-maid good for ? 

Jab. Say ſt thou fo, my Girl: Then 
Let Dad be jealous, multiply his Cares, 

While Love inſtructs me to avoid the Snares; 
Pl, "% B99 all his Spaniſh Caution, ſhow 
Love a Britiſh Maid can do. Exit. 


SCENE Sir Francis Gripe's Houſe. 


Sir Francis and Miranda meeting. 
3 how did I perform my dumb 
? 
Sir Fran. To Admiration------Thou dear little 
let me buſs thee for it: Nay, adod, I will, Chargee, © 
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muzle, and tuzle, and hug thee; I will, P faith, I will. 
[ Hugging and kifficg ber. 

Miran. Nay, Gardee, don't be fo laviſh; who would ride 
Po, when the Journey laſts for Life? . 


Sir Fran. Ah wag, ah wag--T'll buts thee again, 
Miran, — 2 ſtinks of Tobacco! what a de- 
hi. at: Bedfellow 1 ſhou'd have? 

Sr Fran. Oh, I'm tranſported ! When, when, my Dear, 
wilt thou convince the World of thy happy Day? When 
ſhall we marry, ha? 

ran. There's nothing wanting but your Conſent, Sir 

Sir Fran. My Conſent ! What does my Char mer mean? 

Miran. Nay, tis only a Whim : But Fil have every 
thing according ro Form Therefore when you fign 
an hatch Roos, Sewn up by an able Lawyer, that I 
ge pove Leave to marry, the next Day makes me yours, 


Six Fran. Ha, ha, ha, a Whim indeed! why is it not De- 


| monſbation I give my Leave when I marry ther? 


Miran. Not for your Reputation, Gardee; the mali- 
cious World will be apt to fay, you trickd me into 
Marriage, and i take the Merit from my Choice. Now 
FE will have the Act my own, to let idle Fops fee 


c Wiſ- 
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Miran. Ay, and a Parſon too, if you pleaſe: Ha, ha, ha, 
I can't help laughing ro rhink how all the young Con- 
combs about Towa, will be mortified, when they hear 
of our Marriage. 

Sir Fran. So they will, fo they will: Ha, ha, ha. 


Miran. Well, I fancy I fhall be fo happy with my 
Gardee ' 


Sir Fran. If wearing Pearls and Jewels or 
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wherher I will or no. 
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Wrerch! Look ye, Madam, don't cal 
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Is the Wretch thy Friend ? 
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Miran. And if you allow Proot - 
fue Genemen, ke is fo. uber. 
Marpl.The judicious part of the World allow him Wir, 
Courage, and ; tho' I think he 
ſorfeited that Character, when he flung away a Hundred 
Pound upon your dumb Ladythip. 
1 Ha, ha, ha. 
Miran. So, Sir George remaining in deep Diſcontent, 
1 — you his truſty Squire to utter his Complaint : Ha, 
. Yes, Madam; and you, like a cruel hard- 
red Jew, value it no more than I wou'd your La- 
_ OC I know 
Meſſage from me. pda 
_ n What is it? 
F ——_w one, be fure----Fi 
Egon gr yt by $a, 
Clapping her Hand into Sir Francis's. 
Rogue, how I dote on her! 


love to be 
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ir Fran. Sirrah, my Cane ſhall teach you Repentance 
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Sir Geo. But fince you eſcap'd undiſcover d by him, his 
Rage will quickly lach into a Calm, never fear ir. 

Char. But who knows what that unlucky . Mar- 
er Bag opt London tb Ae. him 

cher; that Fellow is ever doing Miſchief; yet. to 
we him his due, he never dehgns it. This is ſome 
fer Adventure, wherein he thought to ſheve his 
Friendſhip, as he calls it; a Curie on him. 

Sir Geo. Then you muſt forgive him; what faid he? 

Char. Said! nay, I had more mind to cut his Throat, 
chan hear his Excuſes. 

Sir Geo. Where is he ? 

ip. Sir, I faws him go into Sir Francis Gripe's juſt 
now. 
Char. Oh! then he's upon your Buſineſs, Sir George; 2 
thou ſand to one but he makes ome miſtake there too. 

Sir Geo. Impoſſible, without he hutis the Lady, and 
makes Love to Sir Francis. | 
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calls me abroad contrary ro Expectation, and ack their 
© Fandon; and d'ye hear, fend the Butler to me. 
Serve. Yes, Sir. [Exis. 


Euter Butley. 
225 If this Paper has a Meaning, LI find it. boy 
Lond in my Dares Chamber i 
preſently 
12 be, aer day, whats he Mar now? 
Exit. 
Str He wants the Eyes of Argus, that has a 
hens ts hi Yan, bur ny Gratis © 
1 wal nor be troubld long with her. He that pretends 


to rule a Girl once in her Teens, had better be at Sca in 
a Storm, and would be in leſs Danger; 


For let bim de, or counſel all he can, 
She thinks and dreams of nothing elſe but Man. 


SCENE Ifabinda's Chamber. 
Iabinda and Patch. 
* ſure no faw 
2 down fairs, ſo I clapt this 
| . ; [Feels for the 

. Letter, me ir quickly. 
Ifab. Is ir poſſible, thou could'ſt be fo carcleſs? 


Patch. | muſt have drop'd it the Stairs. But 
why are you © nm, * oo watt das ns 
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of 2 Letter will produce ill Conſequences. Kun and 
for ir upon the Stairs this moment. 

Patch. Nay, I'm ſure it can be no where elſe. [A. 
ſhe's going out of the Door, meets the Butler.) How now, 
what do you want ? 


- My Maſter order's me to lay the Cloath here for 


Sir Feal. Fl have no body ftir out of the Room. I don't 

want my Eafic-Chair. 
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. Well, begin Oh! Parch, we ſhall be diſcover d. 
I fink with the Apprehenſion, Madam 


humph-—-—-[Sings.] 


S 
Begniles the Hours with Mick and with Love. 
— Father N Womes fhriek.] then I muſt 
It into J Ni. haſtily, 
rd ee 4 as 
Sir Zeal. Hei! and Furies, a Man in the Cloſet !--——— 
Patch. Ah! a Ghoſt, a Ghoſt---—--—he muſt not enter 


hes conjur's this Fellow in, Fas Zoe ent; come 
Raſcal, do fo : Zounds take her from the Door, 
her from it, and break your Neck down. 


Ifab. Oh, oh, where am I----—He's gone, I heard him 
[Aſide to Puch. 
. „then let him enter here, here, Madam, 
| | _— 

I wou'd 5 Grave. Where are 
my Honour ! Pl} pull 
[ Goes into the Cloſer. 
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Sir Feal. Ah! downright Engliſh :—-—Oh, oh, oh, oh! 


Enter Sir Francis Gripe, Miranda, Patch, Scentwell, and 
Whiſper. 
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